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and splendid rotundity of figure, fitted her admirably;
but study confused her ; and though she always retained
the substance of her character, her best friends could
never accuse her of being letter-perfect. Mrs. Hardcastle
says " Ay, this all proceeds from your novel ideas." My
friend recollected something about "novel" and she said
" Ay, you fancy yourself a very good " novel reader."
Mrs. Mingle says, " What the devil does my husband
keep calling for me, when he knows I am up to my
elbows making the necessary arrangements ?" My friend
rendered the speech " What the devil does my husband
keep calling for me for, when he knows I am up to my
elbows in a necessary V
